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But my views did not prevail. Though I had learned
French, German, and Italian as a boy, and always kept up
my knowledge, I had never taken kindly to the native
tongues. During nearly all my time, too, I had been
employed on-the staff of the service in English offices.
But I always thought, and still think, that our officers in
all Departments in India are not sufficiently versed in the
vernacular. By this I mean that even if they can speak
it well, few can read it readily. The native scrawl is often
painfully difficult to decipher. But unless an officer can
read it, he must be, even in the most confidential matters,
in the hands of a native clerk, whose interest it may be to
garble the context. And what dangers and injustice may
be the result ? There are, of course, some men in the
service, called " Pundits," who have taken seriously to the
language and are really efficient. But the number who
can take up a record in the vernacular of a case and read
off any document are rare. I knew one barrister who could
do this, and the advantage he had over his brethren was
huge. He had, I think, been brought up in India.

I had, however, ever much sympathy with the young officers
over their examinations, which did not always ensure know-
ledge, and which occasionally obtained for some inferior
man an advantage over a much more deserving companion.
I must relate now some of my amusing experiences with
examinations at different times of my service.

The Secretary of the Board, at an examination of which
I had knowledge some little time after I took up my ap-
pointment at Ghazipore, was an eminent civil servant of
the very severe type, who was a terror to those who had
to appear before him. His name was Tornson,1 but he was
generally known as " old Nuckshahs," or " tabular state-
ments," and could proudly claim to have added seven
columns to the already sufficiently bloated annual tabular
statements ordered by Government. It was he who was
the patron of the Wasil-Bakee-Nawiz, the friend of the

1 A cousin of " Black Tommy's," ante, chapter vii.